*    At the Graveside    *

One of the former class now began to speak. Cir-
cuitously, at great length, in elaborate phrases he
justified the minister's proposal, quoting endlessly
from the sacred texts and from proverbs, relating
interminable stories from the state histories. During
this discourse, Yazathingyan's secretary, a man called
Mahabo, slid from group to group making sugges-
tions. With a suavity which was hypnotic he resolved
doubts, flattered by an assent which at the same time
twisted objections till they looked like concurrence,
and marked down for future action the case of those
persons who appeared likely to give trouble. Mean-
while the voice of the speaker droned on. When it
ceased at last, a proper atmosphere had been created.
Moreover, the household troops had moved up and
surrounded the pavilion. Though on their faces there
was nothing but a desire to hear better, it was evident
that they were far from being in opposition to Yaza-
thingyan. The more independent of the notabilities,
particularly some of the headmen who exercised here-
ditary jurisdiction at a distance from the capital, had
been inclined to whisper of illegitimacy and to respond
grudgingly to Mahabo's blandishments. But when
they saw the proximity of the guard, they waived their
objections and tried to cover their first scepticism by a
hurried compliance.

It was clear that the assembly was about to record a
unanimous finding. Already some of the mandarins
had flung themselves on the ground below the Kwechi
Min. Anticipating the issue, they wished to be the first
to range themselves on his side, for so they could claim
precedence when the new appointments were made.
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